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	1. Prologue - A Home for the Gifted

**Hello everyone and welcome to my new project. This couldn't have been done without collaboration with Sweetseptemberswimmer. She's awesome, and you should check out her stories as well.**

**WARNINGS: This story will contain foul language, abuse and torture, drug/alcohol use, rape/attempted rape, racism, and other adult themes and content. If ANY of this bothers you, please refrain from reading as later chapters will become much more mature in nature. This story is one of despair and of the human condition when desperate. I have gone for as realistic a portrayal(well, as realistic as one can get with some magic powers)of what war can do to the innocent. This will be the only warning, as any of my fans will know that I don't typically do author's notes. So take heed. Future chapters may and will contain triggers of various types.**

**One final note: The views of the various characters in this story DO NOT represent my own. Racism and rape are both serious issues, and thus will be treated as such. I do not take this matter lightly, but I want all readers to know and understand that I do not condone any of these things.**

**With that said, please enjoy.**

**Prologue**

_A Home for the Gifted_

Peering around the edge of the large, well-aged Douglas fir, a pair of cyan blue eyes scanned the fenced-in yard for their stalker. Luckily there was no sign of them. With as little noise as possible, the small coppery-haired girl skirted around the tree before making a mad dash for the lonely sandbox on the other side. The only obstacles in her way were the large metal slide and red Radio Flyer wagon tipped over on its side. One of the wheels was missing, and it had since been converted into a makeshift barricade designed to impede her progress. Or at the very least, to stop the slavering zombie hordes from invading the swing set.

Ducking behind the wagon, she took another chance to spy the rest of the backyard for her would-be assailant. Nothing. Not so much as a hint of a whisper of sound or movement was to be found. Sucking in a deep breath, the little girl took her chances and ran as hard and as fast as her short legs would allow. What she wasn't prepared for was a large mass colliding with her and the sudden impact with the ground. Pinning her to the ground was an older girl with snowy blonde hair and a victorious smirk on her lips.

"Ha! I got ya!" quipped the older girl. She was situated perfectly atop the little redhead, arms locked into place. She was panting a little, almost as if she had been doing this all day.

In fact, she had been. Ever since breakfast was finished they had been out in the yard chasing and tackling one another to the ground without tiring. It was now past noon and their mother still hadn't called them in for lunch. It wasn't unusual as the girls often ignored her in order to build forts and fight off invisible monsters. Sometimes they'd actually sit and play with their collection of various dolls and horses, but neither cared so much for that as they much preferred their wild imaginations. Anything from aliens to Lovecraftian nightmares, whatever they could conjure up in their young and fresh minds was their plaything.

After a few brief seconds, the younger girl became impatient and annoyed with her sister. "Okay, fine! You win, Elsa! Now get off!"

Knowing her sister could be a sore loser, Elsa reluctantly stood up and laughed. "How many times is that now?" Mocking her was something Elsa had taken to early on, though she only meant it in jest. She was never cruel or mean about it, at least not intentionally. But she did know how to rub her sister the wrong way, which wasn't hard to do to a five year old.

"I dunno. Like a hundred?"

Giggling, Elsa rolled her eyes at her little sister. "No, Anna, not a hundred. That's silly."

"Well, I don't know! Besides, you cheated," Anna proclaimed as she folded her arms and stuck out her tongue. She had a tendency to be stubborn, which she got from their mother.

"Whatever. What do you want to play next?"

Anna thought hard for a moment, or at least as hard as a five year old could think. Her favorite game involved robots, zombies, and pirates, but she also really liked just playing on the swings. Torn between the two, she simply shrugged her shoulders in response. Then she had a great idea.

"Oh, I know! Let's pretend we're on a spaceship!"

Shaking her head in confusion, Elsa blinked and stared blankly at Anna for a second before responding. "How are we going to do that?"

Pointing high into the air, Anna indicated the lonely fir tree nestled in the corner of the yard. "That's our spaceship."

As they walked over towards the tree, Elsa became increasingly unsure of the whole thing. She didn't like heights to begin with, and climbing trees was something she dreaded. The last time she had climbed one, she fell and sprained her ankle and ended up with several bruises. "I don't think this is a good idea Anna..."

The little redhead simply waved her sister off, only half-listening to her. "It'll be safe Elsa. Just climb like I do." Without waiting for a response, Anna ran to the tree and jumped, barely catching the lowest hanging branch and pulling herself up. "Come on Elsa! Hurry up!"

With a heavy sigh Elsa trudged her way to the tall fir. Looking up, she started to feel a little dizzy and the pit of her stomach started to ache, but she ignored it at her sister's behest and began her ascent. Every time a branch creaked or snapped, she panicked and froze in place and yelped. Then she noticed how much higher Anna had been able to climb. She wasn't about to let her sister get all the way up the tree without her.

By the time she caught up to Anna, they were roughly halfway up the length of the tree. Looking down proved to be a big mistake, as vertigo set in and she nearly lost her grip on the branch she was leaning on. "Anna, can we please go back down? I'm scared."

"But we just got here!" Anna announced excitedly. She was sprawled out on a couple branches and had big grin on her freckled face. "We need to go to the moon!"

"I don't want to go to the moon. I want to get down."

Getting annoyed with her sister's behavior, she gave out a little huff and grew slightly impatient again. "No, Elsa. We're going to the moon. Put on your space suit."

"Anna, I'm going back down. I'm scared and you should be too."

This time she was completely agitated with her older sister's cowardice. "Okay, fine! If you're so afraid we can go back down."

Without hesitation, Elsa began weaving her way back down through the jumble of branches. Every now and then one would snap under her feet, and she'd panic as she grabbed for another branch to hold onto. Her sister seemed to have no problems to speak of. It quickly became a race to the bottom, or at least it did for her, and soon she was only a few branches away to freedom.

She hadn't noticed that she left Anna so far behind, and when she looked back up she saw that her sister was tangled up by a couple of smaller branches and offshoots. The little redhead began to fuss, which soon turned into frustration.

"Elsa! Help! This stupid branch won't let go!" she cried. It was clear that she was on the verge of tears.

Taking a deep breath, Elsa begrudgingly pulled herself back up into the spider web of branches. "Alright, hold on! I'm coming!" Doing her best not to look back down, she slithered her way back through the mess of limbs that slowly spiraled back towards her baby sister.

Then there was a loud crack. Then another. Elsa stopped where she was and gripped the tree tightly, looking around to see what branch had broken. When she found none, she looked to where Anna was and saw that the smaller branches holding her up had started to snap off. She was only holding onto a single limb, which was bowing and bending under her weight. Seconds later, it too snapped and fell, and she fell with it.

Terrified, Elsa did her best to react in time. Reaching out as Anna tumbled nearby, she tried her best to catch her until the limb she was on snapped as well. Stumbling forward just a little, she threw out her hand towards her sister in a panic. But then something impossible happened.

A ball of glowing energy shot from her hand and hit Anna in the head as she landed on the ground below with a sickening thud. "Anna! No!" As fast as she could, Elsa scrambled back down the length of the tree, not caring if she fell or not. When her feet hit the ground she was instantly at her sister's side screaming for her parents.

"No! No no no! Anna! Mama! Papa! Please help!" she cried as she cradled Anna close in her arms. Seconds later the backdoor flew open and their parents were quickly at their side, and then everything became a blur.

* * *

><p>The beeps and blips of machines, the muffled and crackling voice over the intercom, and the hushed whispers of the adults kept Elsa from being able to focus on any one thing for long. The hustle and bustle of the nurses in the ER was enough to make anyone dizzy, and she swore she met twenty different people in just as many minutes. She was starting to get a little worn out introducing herself. Luckily they were only interested in her as a courtesy. They quickly ignored her afterwards.<p>

Try as she might, Elsa could only think of two things: her sister's fall and what came out of her hand. At first she thought she imagined it like they did so many times before, but the doctors and her parents were all baffled by how cold Anna's head was. It was like she had no temperature at all, although she was completely alive. At least that's what Doctor Adams said. From what she was always told, doctors never lie about stuff like that; they have to tell the truth. She always liked going to the doctor because hers was so nice. But none of that helped explain what had happened.

When her parents finally sat down and rested their hands on her back and lap, she felt a little relieved. She didn't know why, but she felt she needed comforting just then. She hadn't allowed herself to cry yet, but for some reason she started to sob and sniffle, drawing sympathetic looks from both of her parents.

"Elsa, sweetie, it's going to be okay," her mother said in a soft tone. "The doctor said the fall wasn't that bad. She's just really bruised up, and when she wakes up she'll just have a tiny headache."

Wiping her eyes and nose on the sleeve of her coat, Elsa looked up and glanced at her sister. She was completely still, like in death, and had a tube filled with a clear fluid attached to her arm. She also had a bunch of these little white round things with wires hooked to them all over. It was like a nightmare. "It's my fault. I left her in the tree. I'm the one who hit her in the head with my powers."

Sighing, her father lifted her up and placed her on his lap, then wrapped her in a hug. "This isn't your fault. It just happened. And you didn't hit her in the head with any powers."

"Yes I did! Why do you think her head is so cold?"

"Because there isn't enough blood going to her brain."

Hopping down from her perch, Elsa looked back up at her father and grew incredibly frustrated. "You never believe me! I do too have powers! And I hurt Anna with them!"

Before either of her parents could respond, the doctor entered the room and was followed by what appeared to be another doctor in a white lab coat. The man didn't look at all friendly to Elsa, not like the other doctors. There was something different about him; he didn't look like a normal doctor. He didn't have that thing around his neck that let him listen to your heart, and he had several needles sticking out of the front pocket on his coat. This scared her a little, and she slowly backed away to seek refuge behind her father who had stood up.

He looked concerned. More so than he had earlier, and that was only a little bit ago. "I'm sorry for keeping you waiting Mister and Missus Forester, this is Doctor Harvey. I thought it pertinent and prudent to bring in a specialist for this case."

Without a word the man walked right past everyone and stopped next to Anna's bed. Leaning over her, he felt her forehead with his hand, the opened her eyelids with his thumb and flashed a small light at them. Next he looked in her ears, fiddled with her hands, and kept speaking in low tones to himself. He did this for several minutes before turning back to acknowledge Elsa's parents.

"It would seem your daughter's head has been frozen from the inside. Now, you don't need me to tell you that that is physically impossible, especially given the circumstances. So I'd like to know if there are any details you have failed to mention until now." He sounded rather serious, and seemed a little rude. The man just creeped Elsa out.

"Absolutely not. We've told you everything we know," her father responded. He sounded a little upset, and she thought that maybe he didn't like the man either.

If he was angry, the man didn't seem to notice. "I see. Well, I can't explain away any of this right now. Now, I have a few serums I can try to warm her back up, which should hopefully bring her out of the coma. But I cannot proceed without your consent."

Her parents looked at one another and started talking real quietly again. This frustrated her because she didn't like being left out of everything, especially considering it was her baby sister they were talking about. Thankfully she didn't have to wait long for an answer.

"Do whatever you have to to save our little girl." Her father sounded like he wanted to cry. Elsa had never seen him like that before.

"Excellent," the man said as he leaned back over Anna and started poking her with the needles from his pocket. She managed to count three, but she was sure he used more than that. Whatever he did, it only took a minute before he stood back up. "There. It should only take a short time for these to take effect. I'd say thirty minutes tops. In the meantime, I do have one question for you."

"Of course, whatever you need to know," her mother responded. She had been oddly quiet through most of this. Normally it was her father that did all the talking.

Though brief, there was a hint of a smile on the man's face for just a second before it was gone. Then it was back to that stoic, unrelenting gaze. "Who was present with Anna when this happened?"

With a worried glance, her mother looked to Elsa before responding. "Just her sister. They were climbing in a tree in our backyard, something they know they're not supposed to do." That last part made Elsa wince a little.

"May I speak to her?" he asked in a rather demanding tone.

Her parents gave each other that look again before finally agreeing to let him question her. She was petrified to talk, and it didn't help that the man was still looking at her with that lifeless stare.

Kneeling down, he got to right about Elsa's height before speaking. "Can you tell me your name?"

"Uh...E-Elsa."

"Elsa, can you tell me what happened?"

Panicking, she did her best to try and remember everything that happened. She didn't really want to think about it, but the man asked her and she had to tell him. "We were climbing the tree in our backyard and got really high. We could see over the house. Then I got scared and started climbing back down. I got to the bottom before Anna did, and then I looked back up to her and I saw she was stuck. So I climbed back up but didn't get there fast enough. The branches holding her up broke and she started to fall down. I tried to catch her, but something came out of my hand and hit her in the head."

The scary man looked at her totally perplexed. "Something came out of your hand?"

"I didn't mean to!" she pleaded. "It was an accident! I'd never hurt Anna! It just happened and I don't know why! Please don't take Anna away!"

This time the man did smile, and Elsa found it to be very creepy. It reminded her of the clowns from the circus. She hated clowns. "No one is taking Anna away. Now then, what came out of your hand?"

Ashamed, Elsa looked down at the floor and sniffled. "Magic," she whispered meekly.

There was silence for several moments as the man considered her. It was unnerving the way he watched her. She could feel his eyes on her, not blinking or wavering in any way. The longer he stared her down, the smaller and more uncomfortable she felt. She began playing with the end of her ponytail out of nervousness. Anything to distract her from that gaze.

Finally he stood, pulled out a notepad from one of his pockets, and began scribbling in it. He only stopped for a brief moment to look at her. "How old are you, Elsa?"

"I-I'm eight."

"I see," he said as he resumed writing. Whatever it was he was writing down, Elsa assumed it must have been important. "How many times has this happened to you?"

Before she could answer, her father got visibly agitated and pointed at the man. "You are not going to make her believe she has any special powers. We've been doing our best to curb this nonsense, and here you are leading her on! What are you trying to pull?"

The man didn't even bother looking up from his notepad before responding. "Mister Forester, what would you say if I told you that there are in fact other children like Elsa? Others that can do what she can. Others that I help rehabilitate and teach to control their abilities. What would you say to that?"

"I'd say you're fucking insane and can get the hell away from my daughter." Elsa had never heard her father talk like that before to anyone. He almost never used that kind of language, and from the look her mother shot him, she didn't like that he had.

"That's unfortunate, because it is entirely true. We have a facility on the southern outskirts of the city just off of I-5 and we specialize in helping children just like Elsa. Her sister's condition is no coincidence. It is physically impossible for that to happen on its own. The only explanation is that Elsa is telling the truth." The man had finally put down his notepad and was speaking directly to her father, who still looked a little angry.

"So what are you suggesting?" her mother asked nervously. "That we send Elsa away to this rehab center to do what? Get better? How do we even know she really does have these freak powers?"

The man looked at her for a moment before returning his attention to Elsa, who was now scared out of her mind. "Elsa, can you tell me what you felt when you used your magic?"

"I, uh, I don't know. Scared mostly, and my arm tingled a little. But I didn't do it on purpose!"

"I know you didn't," he said, this time a bit more gently than he had before. "So your magic comes out when you're scared?"

Elsa couldn't peel her eyes away from her feet. No matter what, she couldn't bring herself to look the man in the eyes. "I don't know. It's never happened before."

"Could you do it again? Right now?"

She looked up and simply shook her head. _Is he going to take me away?_

"Well that's unfortunate. Still, I recommend you consider our facility and admitting her there for treatment." He turned his attention back to her parents, who now looked more worried than angry. "If it turns out that she really is just an ordinary child, then her visit is at no cost to you or your insurance."

Both her parents were silent for a moment before turning their attention to her. Her father placed a shaky but reassuring hand on her shoulder and drew her closer. "Look, I don't know how we're supposed to take this. You're claiming our daughter can do something that is impossible. Now you're offering to help her with a problem that doesn't and shouldn't exist?"

A shiver shot down Elsa's spine, and she suddenly felt cold. She was afraid, more so than she had been to begin with. It wasn't fair what was happening, to either her or her sister. All they wanted to do was play, but these powers she never knew she had went and ruined everything. She couldn't understand why this was happening to her. She never asked to have powers.

Then she realized that everyone had grown silent. When she came out of her thoughts, she saw that they were staring right at her. Her parents looked shocked, but the strange man had a smirk on his lips that was rather unsettling. "Well," he said, "it would seem that she is indeed special."

Looking back and forth from her parents to the man, Elsa looked down at her feet to see a layer of ice shooting out across the floor in every direction. The crystals would jut upwards and form tiny needles here and there, and it sparkled oddly under the fluorescent lights. Her eyes widened and she gasped; there was no way this was real.

Quickly she started panicking and looked back up at the others. "I'm so sorry! I-I didn't mean to!"

"Elsa, sweetheart, it's okay," her father reassured her. "No one is mad, only surprised." He chanced a quick glance at her mother before returning his attention to the man. "I think we'll be needing some more information on this facility of yours, Doctor Harvey."

* * *

><p>Elsa never knew just how big the city was until they had to drive towards the freeway from the north side. With all the one-way streets and detours due to roadwork, there was a lot of backtracking and getting stuck in heavy afternoon traffic. They had been on the road for half an hour already. At least she had her mother's cellphone to play with.<p>

Arendelle was as big as, if not bigger than, Seattle. Her favorite place was the waterfront and the marketplace. It wasn't as good as Pike's Place market in Seattle, but it still had some really neat stuff. There was a knickknack shop that had all sorts of weird little trinkets, and a store with all kinds of imports from out of the country. Her favorite though was the magic and gag shop. Everything from whoopee cushions to wands that shot out fake flowers to little hand buzzers, she loved it all. The only downside was the whole market smelled old and dusty, and the stench of fish fresh off the boats was heavy. Still, it was one of her favorite places in the city.

As the trip dragged on, Elsa tried to imagine what exactly the place was going to be like. Since the only place she's ever seen doctors at were at the clinic or the hospital, she had no idea what a rehabilitation center was. She was quite nervous over the whole thing, but the one thing she wished for was for the facility to have a playground. She loved the swings back home and at school. The freedom she felt when she swung up high, and then the sudden lurch in her stomach from the descent was thrilling and fun. The best part was the challenge of going higher and higher with every swing.

Eventually the city began to fade from view as the rich greenery of the Pacific Northwest sprawled out everywhere and Mount Rainier's snow-capped peak appeared in the distance. It was picturesque, like the photos you'd find on postcards. The sky was clear except for the cloud ring snuggling against the peak of the mountain. It was late spring, so the clear and warm weather was a little unusual. It saddened Elsa a little, as it was a perfect day to be outside playing.

The car ride was mostly quiet except for the talk radio her parents liked to listen to. It was usually the news, but Elsa paid little attention to it. They always talked about things she didn't understand. She liked the radio station that played the rock 'n roll music, but her mother didn't want her listening to it; her father always let her listen to it when he drove her to school in the morning. She didn't know any of the bands, but there were a couple songs she really liked. A couple her father said were something called heavy metal.

She came out of her thoughts when the car slowed down and turned into a driveway just short of reaching the freeway. There was a large stone sign with a water fountain in front of it that read Langdon Rehabilitation & Recovery Center in stylish metal letters. The building that came into view was huge and several stories tall. It was the color of sand, like the kind you'd find at the beach, and had a sort of welcoming appeal to it. The lawn outside was green and well-kept, and the little Japanese maples that were planted in the middle were a lovely shade of pink and bright red. The only thing she didn't see was that playground she had hoped for.

Once they were parked and her father gathered her things from the trunk of the car, her mother held her hand tightly but reassuringly as they guided her to the large double-doors that led into the main lobby. Inside was almost as welcoming, with white fluorescent lighting that was dim enough to set a calming mood, and a bunch of ferns and other plants that lined the walls in clusters. The waiting area off to the side had several benches and chairs facing a large flat-screen TV, and there was an aquarium with some really pretty fish that Elsa didn't recognize. The lady sitting behind the front desk was busy talking on the phone and paid no attention to them as they approached the counter.

After waiting several seconds, her father cleared his throat just enough to get her attention. When she finally said goodbye to whoever she was talking to and hung up the phone, she turned towards them and smiled as if she wasn't suddenly interrupted from a very important personal call on company time. "Hello, how can I help you?" she asked, a little rudely Elsa thought.

"We're the Foresters. We made an appointment with Doctor Harvey." Her father didn't seem to notice the lady's attitude, or he simply ignored it.

"Right, of course. He's expecting you. Take a seat and I'll let him know you're here." With that, they were dismissed as if they weren't even there, and so they found a spot near the windows to sit down and stare outside.

Elsa's stomach started to sour the more she thought about being there. From what her parents had told her, she was going to be staying there for a while so that Doctor Harvey could help her with her powers. They also said they had no idea how long "a while" was going to be, and she didn't like the sound of that. The only good part about all of this was they were allowed to visit her on the weekends, which she was thankful for. She really didn't like the idea of not seeing Anna every day though. That was going to be the hardest part.

After what felt like ages a nurse came out and gathered them up. As they followed her through the hallways, she looked around and didn't see any other kids. The only people she did see where more doctors in lab coats and nurses. None of them paid any attention to them, and she was pretty sure that the temperature dropped several degrees the further they went. Eventually they stopped in front of an empty room with a bed and wooden dresser against the far wall.

"This will be Elsa's room, so you may go ahead and put her things away. Doctor Harvey will be here shortly." Then without another word the woman left them there.

Her parents set to work putting her clothes in the dresser and her favorite stuffed animals on the bed. She had a couple books that she liked to read, and the handheld video game device they had bought her for her birthday the year before. She hardly ever used the thing, but that was mostly because she only had two games for it, and neither were all that fun anymore.

It wasn't long before everything had found a home, and she sat on the edge of her bed kicking her feet nervously. Her parents sat next to her and tried comforting her, but she mostly ignored it. It was their fault she had to stay there, after all. She was a little angry with them. But luckily she didn't have to dwell on it long as Doctor Harvey arrived and had the biggest smile she'd seen on him yet.

"Elsa, I am so glad that you'll be staying here with us. The other kids are busy right now with classes, but once you get a chance to meet them I'm sure you'll fit right in." There was something strange behind the way he was talking, but Elsa couldn't figure out what it was. "I hope the drive here wasn't bad."

"No, just longer than we expected," her father replied. "This is a fancy place you've got here. Are you absolutely sure that this will help Elsa?"

A smirk crept across Doctor Harvey's face, and Elsa was pretty sure he was talking directly to her. "This facility is the most hi-tech of its kind in the country. It is also one of the best research centers there is. We're going to find out everything there is to know about Elsa, and she will become the best she can possibly be while she's here. I promise, we'll take great care of her."

This seemed to be enough to reassure her parents. After a couple handshakes, they turned to Elsa and gave her lengthy hugs and kisses before saying goodbye, leaving her there all alone with Doctor Harvey. After they were shown out, the nurse from before returned with a syringe in her hand.

Doctor Harvey stared straight down at Elsa, his face completely expressionless. "Dolores, call security for me. Tell them to ready cell block four for a new arrival. We don't want another specimen to get loose like last time."

The last thing Elsa remembered before everything went black was the needle stabbing her in the neck.


	2. Chapter 1 - Thirteen Years

**Chapter 1**

_Thirteen Years_

The sound of her feet hitting the asphalt of the old freeway was nearly deafening. Her breathing was harsh and ragged, and her lungs burned, unused to the fresh air of the outdoors. The serenity of the trees and sunshine was wasted on her as she was fixated on reaching the city. If she could do that, she'd be safe. If she could manage to get back without getting caught, she could find her family. Provided they still wanted to have anything to do with her. They hadn't come to see her in several years. For all she knew, they had washed their hands clean of her.

She couldn't think like that, at least not right now. Right now, she needed to escape. She needed to get as far away from that place as she could, and find refuge from the ones pursuing her. The only place she's ever known besides the four walls she's lived within for the last thirteen years was the city itself. Arendelle was once her home, and hopefully it would be again.

Her hair was plastered to her face and neck, the sweat thick and stinging her eyes. She had been running for what seemed like hours, and she was starting to tire. Behind her, she could hear the shouts of her pursuers, though she couldn't understand a word they said. All she knew was that she had to find somewhere to hide. There were the woods, but she didn't think that would work. It wasn't like she had planned it all out, and she had no idea how to survive on her own. Getting lost in the hills would do her no favors.

The freeway eventually came to an overpass, and beneath it another two-lane road ran off into the distance. It had been so long since she had first been taken to the facility that she didn't remember any of the surrounding area. The last time she came through here, all she saw was trees. _Maybe I don't remember things as well as I thought._ Chancing a glance back down the road, she didn't see anything or anyone. She knew there was no way she had outran them, but they weren't there. Where they were, she had no idea. She could still hear them in the distance though, and that was enough to drive her on.

Jumping over the railing on the side of the road, she ran down the concrete slope that angled downward to the roadway below. Then she saw the perfect place to hide. The underside of the bridge had several pillars holding it up on either side of the road. Without a second thought, she climbed as far back as she possibly could until she was in the shadows under the bridge.

The sounds above slowly faded, and the shouting disappeared. _Maybe they think I'm in the woods_. She hoped that was the case, because she needed a few minutes to rest before setting off again. The sound of her panting echoed slightly, and she feared that someone might hear if they came close enough. Making every effort to control her breathing, the memory of that morning came rushing back like a flood.

* * *

><p><em>The morning started off the same as always. At six o'clock the lights were turned on and the guards came around to wake everyone up. It was particularly cold that morning, and it didn't help that the floor was concrete. It didn't really bother her though; it never did.<em>

_ At six-fifteen the electronic locks on the cell doors clicked and the doors slid open, giving them the only taste of freedom they'd have all day. Shortly after they were ushered down to the shower rooms like cattle being herded into a corral. No one was allowed to speak, and if they did they were quickly reminded how that was against the rules, usually physically. That was something she had learned early on._

_ Once showers were done and they were dressed in their uniform gray jumpers and uncomfortable boots, they were led to the cafeteria for a breakfast of greasy, tasteless hash browns and some slimy substance that was supposed to be scrambled eggs. They were given fifteen minutes to choke their food down before being split up and taken to the various corners of the complex._

_ That morning it was her turn in the lab. This was her most feared activity, as it usually was quite painful. Doctor Harvey took great pleasure in administering torturous experiments to the test subjects, no matter how much they screamed or bled. She learned a long time ago just how sadistic the man really was. There were plenty of scars to prove it._

_ As she entered the room, she saw the man standing in the back speaking to one of the assistants. He didn't use to have so many, but a few years ago the staff changed and a bunch of people that had strange accents and spoke in a language she didn't understand joined the team. They proved to be just as cruel as he was, although one lady did show a tiny hint of sympathy every now and then. She wasn't sure how genuine it was though._

_ The lab itself was a terrifying environment, at least in her mind. Everything was gunmetal gray and made out of cold steel. The consoles and computers were the only pieces of equipment that didn't have some sort of horrific attachment or apparatus at the end of them. There were hoses and tubes everywhere, and the lights were blindingly bright above the operating table. The room as a whole was unwelcoming and frigid._

_ Eventually he noticed that she had entered the room. "Ah, Elsa, you're here. Perfect. We have a very special test for you today." He had what she could only describe as a maniacal grin on his face._

_ Elsa didn't say a word; she never did. She hadn't spoken to the man in nearly ten years. He didn't seem to care though. Doctor Harvey always had plenty to say for the both of them. All she needed to do was take a look at the table at the center of the room to know just what he had in mind. Some sort of excruciating surgery, or a blood transfusion, or some other crazed experiment the man imagined up. His creativity never ceased to amaze her._

_ Barking orders at the assistants and nurses, they led her to the table and forced her down onto it. She stopped resisting ages ago; there was no point to it. Elsa didn't particularly care what happened to her anymore. They'd already taken her childhood, innocence, family, and desire to live away. It was as if it was all dashed upon the jagged rocks at the bottom of a cliff. Like so many of the others, her will to live was gone._

_ Once she was strapped down, they began attaching IV hoses filled with various liquids that she didn't know the names for to her arms. Then there was this large mechanical arm with a tube at the end she'd never seen before that hovered directly above her head. She stared at it for several seconds before she noticed she was being watched._

_ "Fascinating, isn't it?" Doctor Harvey asked joyously. "It's something our benefactors recently thought up, and this is the first prototype. We're hoping it'll work better than expected. Care to see what it does?" With a motion to someone out of her field of view, she looked back up at the tube just in time to see a large needle shoot out at an alarming speed. The action startled her, and she started to feel incredibly uncomfortable. "That should allow us to do things we haven't even bothered with before due to the high fatality rate. Don't worry, it won't do any damage to your eye. It's small enough that it won't do anything more than feel like a mild sting. Unfortunately, you have to be awake for this procedure, so you'll have to remain perfectly still."_

_ "Once it's safely penetrated the ocular cavity, it will release a hormone we believe is the trigger to your powers. After all these years we are finally on the verge of a real breakthrough. Yes, you'll feel a little strange after this is all over, but think of the possibilities! You will be our most successful project! You will be the one to advance this science beyond our wildest imaginations! And you, you shall become the most powerful weapon we've ever seen. The others? Most of them pale in comparison to what you can do. You should feel excited and proud about this."_

_ He turned and started walking back over to the consoles on the far side of the room. Of course he didn't want to be anywhere near the machine should something go wrong. It was just a prototype, and they were testing it on her. Even though she felt dead most of the time, at that moment she was terrified. Then the room fell silent, except for the beeping of some machine somewhere out of view._

_ At his command, the machine started to move downward, and Elsa started sweating. It was a cold sweat, like that when one wakes from a terrible nightmare. She couldn't help but watch the thing make its slow descent, until it was just inches from her face. Panicking, she began struggling against her restraints and grunting._

_ "Elsa, damn it, stay still! I told you what you need to do, now do it!" Doctor Harvey sounded furious, but she didn't care. She wanted out of there. "Someone, get over there and hold her down!"_

_ Suddenly there were of hands on her head and shoulders trying to force her to be still, but she fought against them. She could hear the machine start up again, and as it lowered she started to scream. Then something amazing happened._

_ There was a white flash, and the temperature in the room dropped significantly. When she opened her eyes, Elsa saw that everything in the room was frozen over. Nobody moved or spoke, the machine sat still and silent, and the beeping had stopped. Struggling against her restraints once more, she was surprised when they tore as if made of paper. She didn't know why or how, but she was free._

* * *

><p>The shouting returned and stirred her from her thoughts. She cursed herself for losing focus, ran the rest of the way down the slope to the road below, and headed westward towards the waterfront. That much she was sure of; Puget Sound was on the west side of the city. Though she lacked basic survival skills, she remembered that the sun rose in the east and set in the west, and it was still early in the day. It wasn't even lunchtime yet, not that she cared really. The food at the facility was always horrible anyway.<p>

When the men sounded like they were getting close, she jumped over the Jersey barrier and ducked behind a tree until they had moved on. Chancing a glance around the tree trunk, she could see them running across the freeway above, in the complete opposite direction from where she was. Letting out a heavy sigh, she gave them a minute or two to get further away before returning to the road. _Where are all the people?_ She didn't realize she hadn't seen a single car drive by the entire time. It was as if the roads were desolate.

Finally she decided to continue on. With her footfall being the only sound to be heard for what seemed like miles, she was sure that it would be a dead giveaway to her pursuers. How she had managed to outrun them at all was a miracle, and her luck had to be close to running its course soon.

Deciding to slow her pace down, Elsa moved into a brisk walk. Her eyes darted everywhere anytime the wind blew through the treetops, and at one point a flock of birds flew overhead and completely startled her. The sight was amazing to her, as she finally felt the freedom that they had known their entire lives. For the first time since her escape, it dawned on her that she truly was no longer held prisoner. She was no longer a caged animal. For the first time in forever, she was free.

She walked at that pace for a time, taking in the sights and sounds for the first time. She had memories of the beautiful pine trees and Mount Rainier off in the far distance. The air was fresh and clean, and the breeze through her hair felt amazing. Elsa never knew that the sky was so blue, or the sun so bright. The few memories she had managed to hang onto over the years seemed so distorted by time. Now was the time for her to make new ones, to capture them and keep them locked away so nobody could ever take them from her.

Suddenly she had the urge to touch and embrace the nature around her. So without a second thought she jumped over the ditch on the side of the road and climbed up the small hill to see what was on the other side. Once there, she saw that there were trees everywhere, with small flowers and ferns and tall grass growing in tufts here and there. The grass made it difficult for her to move, and every now and then she'd get caught on some burrs or trip over some rock sticking out of the mossy ground. Growing along a ravine was a large blackberry bush that spanned several hundred feet in either direction. The thorns were large and they pricked her hands and arms several times as she picked a few berries to try. She had a memory of going berry picking with her mother when she was younger, and it was a personal favorite of hers. The best part was that the berries were sweet, so she picked a handful more before moving on.

It was beautiful, and most importantly, it wasn't the cold concrete or stainless steel of the facility. It wasn't the stringent routine of her hapless life. It wasn't the constant fear that any given day could be her last, and it would end in the most excruciating way. She recounted the number of other kids she saw come in so innocent and naive only to leave in a body bag, if they were lucky enough to have their bodies remain intact. Some weren't so fortunate.

As she was moving through the trees in the general direction she was sure was the city, she heard something loud overhead. The sound was impossible to describe, but it didn't sound natural. While scanning the sky for the source, a large helicopter flew by. Instantly she ducked into the shade of a large oak as it circled around and made another pass. Her heart started pounding in her chest, and her eyes widened as she looked frantically to make sure that the men hadn't found her. The helicopter only hung around for a minute before it zoomed off in the opposite direction again.

Elsa waited several minutes before moving again, letting out another sigh as she crept the rest of the way through the forest. There were no other sounds, no men shouting or other helicopters passing by. It was once again the peaceful serenity it had been before as if nothing had happened. This didn't mean she was going to let up her guard again. She had nearly been caught, and she reprimanded herself for being so foolish. What a way to celebrate her newfound freedom.

Eventually the woods tapered off into a clearing, and she could see the freeway off in the distance to the east. That meant if she kept going in the direction she was headed she'd get to the bay just like she thought. She decided that it would be best to head back the road while sticking to the cover of the trees. It would help prevent any further chances of being caught, and she didn't mind walking through the woods so much. After so long of being held in a prison cell, any change was welcome.

After a while the road wound around a large hill, and Elsa climbed up in order to get a good view of where the road was headed. At the crest of the hill, she saw the outskirts of the city. Her breath hitched just a little, and her heart started beating a bit faster. She was finally close to home. Just a few more miles and she'd be right where she wanted to be.

Feeling reinvigorated, Elsa bounded down the side of the hill back into the woods below, each step taking her that much closer to her goal. A restrained giggle managed to escape her, and she quickly covered her mouth and looked around in case someone might have heard. She couldn't remember the last time she laughed or felt happy. So, with newfound joy and energy she sprinted alongside the road through the trees, climbing every hill with purpose.

This went on for some time, until she at last came within sight of the outskirts of Arendelle. At first she didn't really notice the lack of people here as well, but it didn't take long for her to realize that she was all alone. Off to the side of the road was a gas station, and she went to peer into the window to see if anyone was inside. Instead, the building was completely empty, and some of the windows were busted out. The lights were off and the automatic door was broken. Even the shelves were knocked over and piled in the center of the store.

Confused, she turned and headed back to the road to continue towards the city. A little further down the road was a motel, which was in much the same shape as the gas station. There was graffiti all over the outside, and almost all the doors were broken off the hinges. Several of the rooms looked like everyone left in a hurry, as all their belongings were still there, though many were completely thrashed. There even seemed to be bullet holes everywhere; Elsa was familiar with those, as brute force was used several times over the years against some of the children that refused to cooperate. It was disgusting, but she remembered the sights and sounds all too well.

Just a bit further down the road were some houses hidden in the trees on the edge of town, and there were a few cars in the road that were utterly destroyed. Parts of the road were caved in like craters, and there was debris everywhere. Then the city proper came into view, and she had to stand there and stare for several seconds before it set in what she was seeing.

Buildings were toppled or hollowed out, the roads were demolished, and there were barricades made of sandbags and razor wire everywhere. At one end of the neighborhood she had a clear view of a tank driving through followed by several men in camouflage. They looked just like the men back at the facility. _What in the world happened while I was away?_ Before they could see her, she ducked behind one of the cars in the road. She prayed they hadn't noticed her.

A few minutes passed before she moved. When she did, they were gone. Without wasting any time, she sprinted into the city and found some cover behind a pile of rubble. Counting to thirty, she slowly poked her head around the edge of a concrete slab and looked around. Nothing. Wherever they went, they were no longer in sight. From there she darted across the rest of the street into a nearby building that was nothing more than a skeleton of whatever it used to be. She thought it was an office building. Whatever it was, it no longer served any more of a purpose than to shield her from prying eyes.

The situation seemed rather ironic altogether. She had escaped one nightmare only to find herself in another. There was nowhere to go if the rest of the city was in the same condition as this. _Who are these people? What have they done to my home?_ Leaning against a wall with no windows, she slid down to rest on the ground with a defeated sigh. Everything she had hoped for since her escape was gone. It made the whole endeavor seem pointless. _Now what am I supposed to do?_

* * *

><p><em>It took her several moments to process what had just happened. A potentially lethal experiment. A bright flash. Ice everywhere. She didn't understand it, her restraints were brittle and broken. Everything was covered in a thin white layer of permafrost. The temperature in the room was freezing, and she could see the steam of her breath hang in the air. The eerie part was the silence. Nothing stirred. The lights somehow still worked, but the computer consoles were powered down. It made no sense.<em>

_ Cautiously sliding herself off the icy operating table, Elsa scanned the room to see the staff frozen in place like ice sculptures. None of them had seen it coming, and none had time to react; she certainly didn't. Doctor Harvey even had that annoyed expression chiseled onto his face. Their skin was a light shade of blue, and they were positioned in the middle of whatever it was they were doing the moment the flash went off._

_ Pupils dilated, she began panicking as she tried to look everywhere at once. She even stared at her hands, thinking maybe they were the source of that light she saw. Usually that's how her powers worked - they would shoot out from her hands. This was a new experience altogether. There was no way she could have known she was capable of something like this._

_ Once she calmed herself, she rushed over to the door and braced herself. Slowly she turned the handle until she heard an audible click and pulled. The door gave way, and she found herself in the hallway that lead back to the front of the medical bay. Looking up and down the hall for sentries, she decided to take off as quickly and as quietly as she could. Stealth wasn't something she ever practiced, but she was lean and lithe enough that it wouldn't be all that hard, but she decided to take precautions just in case. She slid to a stop about halfway down the hall before she began tiptoeing the rest of the way._

_ At the end was an office to one side and the door back out into the main corridor on the other. Leaning up against the wall next to the office, she sidled over to the window that looked out into the hall and peaked inside. It was empty. In one smooth motion she moved to the door leading out and saw a couple guards patrolling the hallway. At the other end behind them was a set of stairs that led up. She had seen them before and knew they led to the surface, but beyond that she had no idea what was up there._

_ She chose to make that her escape route. What she really needed was a map, though she had the entire prison floor memorized. She knew there was a map on the wall on the far side by the cafeteria, but she'd be taking a big chance at getting caught if she went that way. Here there were only two men, though they were armed with rifles and itchy trigger fingers. If her powers decided to cooperate, she could get past them easily enough. But that was the problem – she had no way of controlling her powers on her own._

_ Studious contemplation did little in helping her decide. Neither option was one she liked, and neither had an outcome she could guarantee. However, the more she thought about it the more she realized that she really needed to see that map. So that was her new goal, no matter how much she feared getting caught. She wasn't worried so much about them apprehending her as she was whether or not her powers would cooperate and actually work. There was no way of knowing if they would._

_ As quietly as she could, Elsa cracked open the door just enough to slip through and creep down the hall leading away from the stairs. On the right-hand side of the hallway there were bars that allowed her to look out at the cell block below. That was where she should have been once the operation was over. Cell number seventeen – her home for the last thirteen years. Along the hall were hampers on wheels full of laundry, and a couple crates full of supplies for the medical labs. Normally the test subjects weren't allowed where she was, so these things were left out in the open with little regard for protocol. They did, however, offer some great hiding places from the guards across the complex and down below._

_ At the end of the hall was another door, which led to the cafeteria. The map would be on the far side near the entrance. They passed by it every day, and she had never paid much attention to it. Now she was kicking herself over neglecting the thing. She had thirteen whole years to learn the layout of the entire complex, and yet she gave up as soon as she arrived._

_ Elsa crept the rest of the way hunched over in order to make herself as small as she could. Her heart was thumping so fiercely that she swore it would burst through her chest and explode at any moment. There was a nervous sweat beading down her face, and she was almost positive that she was making far too much noise. Yet somehow none of the guards had noticed her._

_ Once she was through the door and in the cafeteria she froze. At the far end by the entrance were two guards. They seemed to be standing there talking, paying no attention to the rogue test subject. She couldn't understand them, as was normal anymore. Whatever they spoke, it wasn't English. Some of them did speak English from time to time, but never amongst themselves. Only when they issued orders or threats did they bother with it. Their language sounded impossible to pronounce, and they spoke very quickly. Elsa couldn't make heads or tails of it at all._

_ Quickly she crawled to the serving station and hid. The cafeteria was technically closed until lunchtime, so the windows and the kitchen were blocked off and shuttered. Then she heard the door swing open, and the voices trailed off into the hallway outside. Letting out a sigh of relief, she clamored to her feet and sped across the rest of the lunchroom to the doors the men had just exited through. Poking her head out, she saw that no one was there and took a chance. The map was on the wall to her left, and to the right was a guard station. As luck would have it, it was empty._

_ She hurried to the map and studied it for a couple minutes in order to get a good idea of where to go. The stairs back at the other end led exactly where she wanted to go. From there it would be a short jaunt past the barracks and the stairwell that would take her to the surface. It seemed simple enough._

_ Right as she was about to head back to where she came from, she heard a familiar voice further down the hall beyond the guard station. It was the woman that drugged her that day she was brought to this awful place - Dolores. She was now an administrator, which meant she got to dictate to Doctor Harvey what kind of funding the experiments would receive. At least that's what she was able to piece together over the years from hearing snippets of conversation._

_ From the sounds of things, she wasn't very happy. "Tell Harvey that he better get results with that damn girl, otherwise that project of his is going to undergo some serious scrutiny by the higher ups. That prototype wasn't cheap either." She was talking about the machine with the high-speed needle, or at least that's what Elsa believed. It was the only prototype she was aware of, and the girl Dolores was referring to had to be her._

_ Elsa couldn't see who she was talking to, and honestly didn't care. Instead she glanced at the map one last time to double-check she had it memorized, then slipped back through the door to the cafeteria. She was almost on the other side of the lunchroom when a high-pitched siren started wailing throughout the complex. Terrified, she ran as hard and as fast as she could back down the hall to the corridor the staircase was in. She could hear men shouting throughout the cell block below as she ran past one of the hallways. It didn't stop her; she was determined now to reach the surface._

_ When she finally managed to reach the stairs, she had to slide to a halt in order to avoid detection. There were more men filtering in from the stairwell and the corridor off to the right. Fortunately, none turned down the hall towards her. Once what looked to be the last of them exited the area, Elsa took her chance and ran to the stairs. They were rather steep, but with the energy she had she nearly took them two at a time. She couldn't be rid of that place fast enough._

_ After what felt like hours, she slowed down her speed and had to take a very short break. Practically keeled over, she did her best to breathe normally but her lungs were on fire. Though they had physical training almost every day, this was still more of a workout than she was used to. She had lost track of how many flights of stairs she had climbed, but she felt she had to be getting close to the top. If not, she wasn't sure how much farther she could go. That's when she noticed the security camera in the corner of the landing she was on._

Damn it! How long have they been watching me? _She panicked. There was no telling how many flights had cameras on them, and now she was certain they knew exactly where she was. After taking a deep breath, she bolted up the next flight with renewed vigor. Whatever she did, she had to reach the surface. That was the only way to freedom._

* * *

><p>The sound of gunshots roused her from her thoughts. Quickly she rose to her feet and crept along the wall until she found an opening. Peering out, could see that the men were firing at someone in the distance, but she couldn't make out who. Whoever it was, they were returning fire. One of the soldiers got hit in the leg and fell to the ground with a grunt. She could hear him shouting, and one of the others ran over to him and pulled something out of the pouch at his side. Whatever he was doing was obscured from her view. Then there was a loud boom, and dust and dirt flew into the air, causing Elsa to choke and cough. That's when she saw the tank just a few dozen yards away. Covering her mouth, she backed away from the wall and headed to the other end of the building in the hopes of putting some distance between her and the soldiers.<p>

As she began climbing over some rubble to escape the building, a couple soldiers came within view and saw her. One aimed and fired his assault rifle, hitting the debris around her. Startled, Elsa scrambled over the rest of the pile of concrete and rebar, nearly falling on her face one the opposite side. Picking herself up, she began to run as fast as she could across the parking lot outside of the office building she had been in. She knew the men would be after her in a matter of seconds, and tried to find cover once she had made it across the street.

She just barely made it behind the brick wall of a convenience store before more shots were fired at her. There was no way of knowing if they were going to approach the building right away or not, and she didn't want to give them time to do so. The building was small, but she saw a door that led out into the back of the store. Hurriedly she ran and threw the door open just in time to be fired at again. It seemed the men were going to give chase after all.

Once out back she took off and made her way across the street into what used to be a shoe store. Much like the convenience store, the windows were all busted out and the ceiling was caved in. Thankfully she was tiny enough to slip in through the debris and hide behind what was left of the sales counter when she heard more gunshots. Silently she waited, breathing hard and shaking from fright, scared that the men would find her.

The seconds ticked by, and after what felt like several minutes she peeked around the edge of the counter to see what had happened. Strangely, nothing stirred. Elsa considered going out to take a look, but thought better of it. Those men could just be waiting for her to come out, and then she'd be in serious trouble. _If only my powers would work when I need them!_

A couple more gunshots sounded off, this time a bit closer. Not wanting to be seen, she scooted further into the shadow cast by the rubble above and held her breath. If they hadn't found her by now, then hopefully they wouldn't at all. That didn't mean she was willing to take any risks though. She was unarmed and had no idea how to fight. How she had managed to survive as long as she had so far was a complete mystery to her. By all rights, she should have been found or killed by now.

Then she heard the crunch of gravel underfoot, and silently started to cry. Her eyes welled up with tears, and she could have sworn the air had gotten warmer. Clasping her hands to her mouth, she did her best to stifle whatever sounds she might make. When the silhouette of one of a man stood long on the floor and wall, she inched her way as far back as she could go. Silently she prayed that he wouldn't find her.

"Come on out girl," the man commanded.

* * *

><p><em>"Come on out girl," one of the men commanded in that thick accent of theirs. "Hands up."<em>

_ Elsa had finally managed to make it to the surface, and found that the facility itself was empty. There were no computers or telephones or anything. Every device, piece of furniture, everything was gone. She was perplexed. The place was completely empty. The men on the outside of the building had their weapons pointed right at her. There were nine men she could see, and she was sure there were others nearby. The worst part was there was nowhere for her to go._

_ Slowly she walked towards the door and held her hands up. Her eyes were wide and darted everywhere, and as she stepped outside they were briefly blinded by the sunlight. Once everything returned to normal and she could see again, she saw that she was right. More men stood off to either side with their weapons drawn. _So much for freedom.

_"Get down on the ground," the man commanded, but she didn't hear him. She was too terrified to really hear much of anything. As she walked further into the parking lot, she suddenly noticed that the men slowly backed away from her. The further she walked, the further they backed off. The men were afraid of her._

_ Then one of the men decided to rush in, and instinctively she threw her hands up in front of her and screamed. Then another bright flash. When she opened her eyes, she saw that the soldier was just inches away from her, the butt of his gun in position to make contact with her face. Everything in a fifty foot radius was frozen solid like back in the lab. The men stood there as statues, weapons aimed straight at her. She was lucky they hadn't opened fire on her like they had at so many of the others before for lesser infractions. Perhaps she really was that valuable to Doctor Harvey._

_ It took only a second to dawn on her that she was once again safe, and once she did realize it she took off down the road towards the freeway. She remembered that it was close by, and luckily there were signs pointing her back towards I-5. If she could make it there without being caught, she could find her way home._

_ When she reached the entrance to the freeway, she could hear shouting coming from where the facility was. It was faint, but she knew it was the men that tried to stop her. So she ran as fast as her feet would take her. With any luck, she would reach the city before being found. She only prayed she could run fast enough._


End file.
